TEMPLE CHIMES
XIX Make Me Thy Bond-servant
1
O Thou divine Light! O Thou all-glorious Being I
When man loses his hold on Thee, when he makes himself a slave to the attachments of this world, he is caught in its whirlwind and tossed up and down like a thin shred of cotton.
When he forgets the many lessons which he diligently garnered from the four quarters of the earth, when he turns away from wise men from whose life-book of ripe experience he learnt great truths, the over-whelming burden of attachment to the passing pleasures of this life presses him lower and lower, down to the underworld of sorrow and suffering.
When he sees the things of tinsel and the trinkets which he gathered round him so industriously, mercilessly leaving him one by one, when he knows the shallowness of the passing scenes of this earth, it is then that he realises his mistake and hastens to Thy golden feet.
Ah ! Is there a better and more trustworthy friend and teacher of mankind than despair ?
2 O Thou unfailing Friend whose warmth of love keeps the world
hopeful, alive and active, I am ashamed to confess to Thee that my
mind, like a  piece of   wood, did not respond to Thy love for me. O, my mind fell in love with its own self and wandered in its own
wayward manner.
It lived its own life. It sought kinship with its unregenerate senses. My senses  have  left  me   all alone  uncared-for in the dark forest of
deception and delusion. Now I can go to no one but Thee. I think of Thee and I meditate on
Thee. My lord and Saviour, I wait at Thy feet silently like a beggar who waits
at the door of a prince.
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